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We are gathered here today to celebrate the one hundredth anniversary of 
the birth of an outstanding Filipino—the Reverend Horacio de la Costa, SJ.
It is part of a series that is, appropriately enough, being organized by his 
alma mater, with which he has been associated for many years and in many 
capacities—as an undergraduate, as the creator of the original Kuwentong 
Kutsero, as an administrator, and as a professor.
He was prominent in the Chesterton Evidence Guild at a time when 
the Catholic English essayist, G. K. Chesterton, after whom the Evidence 
Guild was named, was popular in Ateneo literary circles. Most of the notions 
associated with Father de la Costa had to do with his being a Roman Catholic 
priest. If he had been a layman, so the argument went, he could have gotten 
married and perhaps have begotten children who could have helped propagate 
his intellectually good genes. Genetics, however, does not necessarily work 
that way.
When I registered at the college of the Ateneo de Manila (most private 
educational institutions in the Philippines have college, high school, and grade 
school components), Father de la Costa was, I think, Dean of Studies at the 
college, meaning he was in charge of the school’s entire college operations. 
Before de la Costa was named Dean, the Ateneo had recruited Mario 
Ballesteros and “Tiny” Literal from the southern Philippines in order to help 
its famed but losing basketball teams regain their former glory. Both were 
over six feet in height, tall by Philippine standards, but by no global measure 
could either be called “tiny.” Father de la Costa promptly sneered at them 
for being “gladiators.” When the Ateneo eventually won back the NCAA 
(the school had not yet been conferred university status) men’s basketball 
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championship—with considerable help from the “twin towers” no doubt—I 
suspect that Father de la Costa was, deep down, proud of what the “gladiators” 
had done, of what they had done for the prestige of his school.
Similarly, a number of us, being members of the revived Ateneo Glee 
Club, revived from the renowned basso, José Mossessgeld Santiago, to the 
popular James B. Reuter, SJ, fell under the tutelage of Miss Flora Zaide of 
St. Paul College (St. Paul, too, had not been turned into a university by 
government decree). Miss Zaide (she of “look at here” / “tingin dito” fame) 
was preparing us for a public concert. It was then that I learned the lyrics of 
the piece assigned to the football and track star, and Glee Club bass soloist, 
Dick Chua, who has since died, and those of my own assignment, one of 
Shakespeare’s sonnets set to music. When Father de la Costa got wind of the 
rehearsals and their schedule, he forthwith put a stop to the project, on the 
ground that it took too much time from our studies.
It must have been Father de la Costa who, as college Dean of Studies, 
took the lead making the arrangements to set up an honors program à la UK 
and US universities in the Bachelor-of-Arts repertoire for those who did not 
yet know what to do with the rest of their college years—indeed, with their 
lives. Such students must have included Antonio V. Ayala, Dionisio “Isiong” 
Mapa, Roberto M. Paterno, Antonio V. Romuáldez, Ramon C. Reyes, and 
me. We made up the first batch of the honors or humanities course. Of the 
six of us, only three are still alive—Bobby Paterno, Tony Romuáldez, and me, 
Sepoy Severino, as I was called in my high school and college days. Tony Ayala 
died of cancer at an early age in a Boston hospital. “Isiong” Mapa had been 
among those killed in a light-plane crash. And, as most of you, his colleagues, 
know, Mon Reyes died of natural causes last year. Rumor has it that Tony 
Romuáldez was in line to be the Ateneo’s first lay president until he opted for 
a more comfortable life in the United States.
In the early 1960s, my first wife and I decided to have our own first-born 
and name him Horacio, which evolved—I do not know how—into Horace 
and then Howie. The second came precisely on my birthday. He did not have 
a say in how he was to be named either. Then there is the girl by a second 
wife—now twenty-six—the daughter, not the wife.
In one of his Christmas Eve homilies, de la Costa paid me the supreme 
accolade by “borrowing” the theme of my prize-winning essay, “The Strangest 
of Days.” The strangest of days is, of course, Christmas Day, what with a 
jeepney driver in the tropics dreaming of a White Christmas, a Virgin giving 
birth to a Son, artificial trees sprouting glass balls, and so on. Except for my 
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father, who wanted his family to hear me sing (in chorus) at every Christmas 
Eve Midnight Mass, and, of course, myself, nobody seemed to notice.
In the 1950s, an agreement must have been drawn up calling for the 
transfer to the Gokongwei family of the land on Padre Faura Street in 
Ermita, where the Ateneo, with its famous observatory, stood, as well as 
the headquarters of Caltex and Assumption Convent. That agreement, as 
many assumed, provided for leaving the circular chapel as it was, where 
it was, much to the relief of the noontime church-going public. Imagine 
their disappointment when they found out that the chapel, too, would be 
demolished and its remains form part of a shopping mall.
After many years of absence since belonging to the first class to graduate 
from High School in Loyola Heights, I was lost for a while. There were so 
many new buildings, so much new lushness to the trees. In my day, most 
students took the Divisoria-Marikina bus line, got off at the junction of 
Aurora Boulevard and Katipunan Avenue, and then walked through cogon 
grass to the building where the first class was taking place. Or else they took 
the school bus. Today, the number one problem on campus seems to be 
parking space.
We left Howie in the care of my high school classmate and friend, Raul 
Bonoan, and Cervini Hall, as he, Howie, undertook an Ateneo High School 
education while I was posted in Beijing. According to what the late Father 
Raul Bonoan, SJ, told Howie, Father de la Costa lay dying in Faculty House, 
declaiming passages from King Lear. It is to my eternal regret that I was not 
able to be with him on his deathbed.
These vignettes may be of no significance to the future of the Church or 
its relationship with the State. They may be of no consequence to academia, 
to the community, or to the country, the region or the world.
But I will always treasure them in my heart.
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